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self-control of an actress, but clearly not the reticence of a well-bred woman.
On the following night Nelson left home finally. His last act before leaving the house, it is said, was to visit the bed where his child, then between four and five, was sleeping, and pray over her. The solemn anticipation of death, which from this time forward deepened more and more over Ins fearless spirit, as the hour of battle approached, is apparent in the record of his departure made in his private diary: —
Friday Night, September 13th.
At half-past ten drove from dear dear Merton, where I left alt which I hold dear in this world, to go to serve my King and Country. May the great God whom I adore enable me to fulfil the exudations of my Country ; and if it is His good pleasure that I should return, my thanks will never cease being offered up to the Throne of 11 In Mercy* If it is His good Providence to cut short my days upon eartht I Imw with the greatest submission, relying that He will protect thoao so dear to me, that 1 inay leave behind. His will be done: Amtm, Ammt, Amen.
At six o'clock on the morning of the 14th Nelnon arrived lit Portsmouth. At half-past eleven his flag was again hoittttul on board the "Victory," and at 2 p. M. he embarked, I {in youngest and favorite sister, Mrs. Matcham, with hot husband, had gone to Portsmouth to see him off. AB they were parting, he said to her: " Oh, Katty! that gypsy;" referring to his fortune told by a gypsy iu the West Indies many before, that he should arrive at the head of his profCBniou liy the time he was forty. " What then ??? he had asked afc tlwi moment; but she replied, " I can tell you no moro ; the lxx>k is closed." * The Battle of the Mile, preceding alocwly llm completion of his fortieth year, not unnaturally reoallocl tint prediction to mind, where the singularity of the eoitteitlwtae left it impressed; and now, standing as he did on the brink of great events, with half-acknowledged foreboding weighing on his heart, he well may have yearned to know what lny beyond that silence, within the closed covers of the book of fate.
I The author lias to thank the present Karl Nelson for thin anocdoto.